THE SHIP'S CAT                      W.

Hart-Smith

The cat comes ambling down the deck,
weaving a pattern of progression
round bollard-pin and stanchion, under shelves:
anything to guard her back from heaven.

She looks through slits, intelligence a claw
that hooks a golden curtain wide enough
to let inside a modicum of world:
bulwark is limit: all beyond is bluff.

Here is the ego all wrapped up in fur;
she does not mind if no one else responds
to her advances; takes her meat and sleep
and answers bounty with a rumbling purr.

She makes a show of loving when she's touched;
suffers a hand to tickle at her neck
or stroke her back, the parts she cannot reach.
Masts up her tail for this and rubs the deck,

extended upward into human legs.
Missing, the cook's boy finds her in his hammock,
ejects her, only to find a weight of fur
heaving on the ground-swell of his stomach*
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